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On the much Lamented Death, of the Right Honourable 


” 


S' Hugh Windham K 


\ 


ONE OF 


His MAJESTIES Juſtices of the Court of Common: 
Pleas Weſiminfter, who departed this Life upon his Cir- 
cuit, at the Afſizes in the City of Norwich. 

July 1684. 


Nil non Mortale Tenemus---- 
Petloris Exceptis Ingeniiqne bonts. 


— 


He. Fatal Bell had tol'd its diſmal Knell, 
; | And Tearsfromeyery Eye in Rivers fell : 

3 Sighs filFd the Air, and &'ry generous Breaſt 
. By Sorrows too unwelcome Load was preſt 
When wondring at the Cauſe, the News was ſpread, 
The Good, the Juſt, the Learned WINDHAM's dead, 
Weep then, weep vain Mortality; faid I, 
Till every Tear become an &/egy ; 
And when your Eyc-ſprings fail for want of Store, 
Then grieve:atid 1igh that you can weep no morc: 
Oh Fate, Irexorable Pats! What truſt 
To Titles, when they buc Inenle Duſt > | 
To ay here lyes the Great, here lies the Brave, 
Is all che poor. diftin&tion wx the Grave ; 
And when thy Summons; Summons us to Death, 
The Beſt and Wiſeſt muſt refign their breath: 
Elſe had not WIND HAM dycd, but liv'd to fee 
The outmoſt Periods of Mortality. | 
When Aged Time the pangs of Death ſhall bear, 
And Naturcs felf no humane frailttes wear: 
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His knowledge like the rays cf light had pry d 
Through ery Science in.Arts boſom hid : 

Which {till, as he renewed, he ſtill beſtow'd 

Not for his own, bur tor the general good. 

So tor Mans profit, the Jaborious Sun 

Round its Eccliptick Line {till rrudges on 

In conſtant pace, and never doth complain 

Of his long Journey, Labour, or his Pain : 

As he in Paths of Juſtice ſpent Is days, 

Withour deſigns of Honour or of Praiſe; 

And 'midſt the many Hurri-anes of State, 

Tuſtly preſerv'd his Ancient well-filld Seat: 

Till with the Reverend Grey his Head was crown'd, 
And unſought Glories made his Name Renown'd : 
When like Wiſe Samwell, in a good old Age, 

Like Fruit full ripe, He left his earthly Stage, 

By Iſraels Sons lamented to his Tomb, | 

The Glory of the paſt, and Ages yet to.come. 
Great Man farewell, thy Countries chief delight, 
Great without Pride, and Wiſe without Concett : 
Thou happy art, ah happy, happy thou, 

Who through Lives Sea has reacht' thy Harbour now : 
And art of thy feruſalem poſleſt, 

Amongit th' immortal Muriads of the bleſt ; 
Wiulſt we, who ſadly tarry yet behind, 

Are made the ſport of ery Wave and Wind. 

Oh Life. what art thou that we court thee ſo ? 

So ioth to loſe, ſo loth to let thee go ? 

Fools as we are, like Children pleas'd with Toys, 

In li:w of which we loſe ſubſtantial Joys ; 

Fur never can we hope to reſt before, 

Like him, we touch the Umverſal Shore, .- -; c 
Where we ſhall never grieve or ſuffer more. 

There reſt with thy Contemporaries reſt, | 
Bleſt Saint to reap the Triumphs of the bleſt ; > 
Where in Immortal Songs great HALES and thee --: 
May joyn in Choure, one Voice one Harmony. 
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